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And turn perforce from cover, that himself

Being tracked at sight thus in the general eye

Was even constrained to play the piteous hare

And wind and double till her amorous chase

Were blind with speed and breathless; but the worst

Was this, that for this country's sake and shame's

Our huntress Dian could not be content

With Hatton and another born her man

And subject of this kingdom, but to heap

The heavier scandal on her countrymen

Had cast the wild growth of her lust away

On one base-born, a stranger, whom of nights

Within her woman's chamber would she seek

To kiss and play for shame with secretly;

And with the duke her bridegroom that should be,

That should and could not, seeing forsooth no man

Might make her wife or woman, had she dealt

As with this knave his follower; for by night

She met him coming at her chamber door

In her baie smock and night-rail, and thereon

Bade him come in ; who there abode three hours:

But fools were they that thought to bind her will

And stay with one man or allay the mood

That ranging still gave tongue on several heats

To hunt fresh trails of lusty love; all this,

Thou knowest, on record truly was set down,

With much more villainous else: she prayed me write

That she might know the natural spirit and mind

Toward her of this fell witch whose rancorous mouth

Then bayed my name, as now being great with child